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Love, Honor, Obey 


Author's Notes: 

| love rock bios, and was thinking how cool it would be to read one written by a rock star wife, with lots of 
juicy details, which are often disappointingly lacking in rock bios. So, | put myself in the mind of Dave's wife 
(because Dave's my faaaavorite) and concocted a few "autobiographical" scenarios. Warning: Romantic 


heterosexual action (Non-Mary Sue). 


Dearly beloved, we are gathered here.. 


| tried to focus on the minister's sermon, but the words were impossible to follow. All | could hear was wind 
swishing past my ears and the intermittent crash of waves breaking on the flattened sand. Brightly-clad 
Tourists strolled and milled around in my peripheral vision. | was starting to understand why most couples 


chose to consecrate their marriage inside the quiet stillness of a church and not on a public beach. 


Waikiki Beach was a noisy and busy place that day in April 1985. It was hot, too, despite the off-shore breeze. 
My gown was airy and sleeveless, but poor Dave was covered up to his neck in far more clothing than he was 
accustomed to - a ruffled button-down shirt, tuxedo jacket (slightly crumpled), and a bow tie. Beads of sweat 


stood out on his flushed face. My face was wet too, but from tears - joyful tears. 

Nobody could ever understand my joy. 

My groom was squinting against the sun, his sparkling eyes looking almost neon blue in the strong afternoon 
light. | was surrounded by beautiful things - the shimmering rock on my left ring finger, hundreds of tropical 
blooms dripping with color, the postcard-perfect day itself. But none of these things could match the beauty | 


saw in Dave's eyes. 


Everything below my shoulders felt as liquid and unstable as the waves crashing on the beach just a few 
yards away. | hoped that my legs would continue hold me up, at least through the end of the ceremony. 


The roaring surf, indifferent to our ceremony, was so loud that it nearly drowned out every second or third 


sentence the minister spoke. 
"Let us pray. Dear God, we ask for your blessings...” 
Whoooosh! 


| hoped that God at least heard our request for blessings because | doubted that anybody seated past the 


first or second row heard it. 

Of course, our audience that day was probably not the most attentive group. At least half the wedding guests 
were out of their gourds from jet lag, having flown in from the mainland, and some all the way from the UK. 
And the other half were hungover - mainly rock stars and people in the industry who had been out partying 
the night before, now half asleep under their sunglasses and floppy straw hats. 


A crazy grin spread on Dave's face, the corners of his mouth curling up until his cheeks went completely 
round and | could see the entire upper row of his small white teeth. 


That dippy, irresistible little bastard. | smiled back at him. 


After some more solemn words from the minister all of a sudden it became time to declare our intentions, 


call-and-response style. 

"in sickness and health, forsaking all others.." 

A warm gust of wind challenged my floral crown to stay on my head. 
Another wave crashed. 


| heard Dave say "| do." 


A few female hearts in the audience were secretly breaking, | just knew it. In sympathy, my own heart did 
grieve just a little for them, even in my shining moment of victory. 


The minister said my name, and asked me if | would, likewise, take Dave.. 

| dol" | shouted against the wind. 

"and by the State of Hawai. 

Now my state, my home. 

". you may now kiss the bride." 

| swear | felt the rotation of the earth under my feet - or maybe it was just the shifting sand. And then 
Dave's lips, sweet and eager against mine. The voice of god - actually, it was just the minister putting on a 
deeper voice - introduced us as Mr. and Mrs. Dave and Tamar Murray. It was official. Gigantic tropical birds 
took flight and the palm trees all bent down to us as our honored guests showered us with boisterous 
applause. 

Dave clasped my hand in a strong grip as we glided up the aisle as husband and wife. Once through the crowd 
of well-wishers and encapsulated in the quiet beige coolness of the rented Rolls Royce, we embraced like 
winning teammates, our heads still whirling. We did it, we got married! Aaaahh! 

It was a relief to finally be alone with each other, if only for a few minutes. 

Except we weren't entirely alone, there was an unopened bottle of Chivas Regal wedged into the leather pocket 
in the door panel. Dave wasted no time in wrenching it out by its rounded glass throat and peeling away the 
purple foil from the lid. He twisted the cap off with a crisp snap and took a long swallow, tipping his head back 
in true rock star style. 

"Party time," he heartily announced. 


That was the last time | remember seeing him sober that day. 


To be continued. 


The Beautiful Ones 


Author's Notes: 
Tamar Murray's "autobiography" continues >). 


It was a little over the top, granted, but | insisted on having peacocks at my wedding party. Just two, roaming 
and pecking around the reception grounds with their exotic blue-green elegance. Secretly, | believed the 
matching pair of iridescent birds were kind of like a metaphor for me and Dave, we too being non-native 
Hawaiians. And they made such a beautiful couple - so similar to each other, and yet different from all others 


in the bird kingdom. So what that they were both males? The males were more colorful, more impressive. 


What | didn't consider, and what none of the wedding planners told me, was that the birds would be shitting all 
night (bringing new meaning to their proper species name: peafowl). By the time dinner service was over, the 


entire terrace was rendered unusable by a minefield of large, watery, yellow-white peacock turds. 


So, after the cake was cut and served, when | saw my new husband staggering toward the wide-open doors 
and into the vacant darkness beyond, | knew he could only be heading to the polluted terrace for one reason. To 
puke. | peered around the corner and saw him bent over in the shadows, casually retching into a potted palm 
while Chicago's "Baby, What a Big Surprise" played indoors. For Dave, vomiting from overdrinking was a normal 
bodily function, about as distressing as belching. It took a lot to incapacitate Dave - he was practically a 
professional drinker - but | swore, if he got too wasted to make love later he'd be making it up to me in 


spades the next day. 


To be fair, | was drunk too. From four Chardonnays, and from Dave himself. | couldn't even see straight half 


the time, just gazing at his perfect face. Like alcohol, like sugar, he was delicious, intoxicating. 

We weren't too drunk to dance, however. | kept Dave occupied out on the dance floor for a while, hoping to 
decelerate his liquor consumption. He wriggled against me and | felt a bulge poke into my hip. Don't get me 
wrong, it wasn't a hard-on - just the suggestion of one. A little furnace of desire ignited between my legs. 
'| love you," Dave purred as we swayed to a slow song. His breath near my ear gave me goosebumps. 


"| love you too." 


| kissed his neck and suppressed a giggle thinking about the many people Dave had drunkenly said ‘I love you' to 
besides me that night - all his bandmates, his manager, my dad, even the bartender. 


"Since we'll be living together now," he mused, "you should probably get acquainted with all my habits." 


| couldn't wait to do just that. "Okay." 


"| fancy waffles for breakfast,” he declared, a finger raised in the air. 
"That's easy." | began, already fantasizing about parading around the house in nothing but an apron 
"Not those round frozen things that go in the toaster," he clarified. "Waffles from scratch." 


"I can do that," | fibbed. He was pulling my leg, but really, | should have already learned how to make fresh 
waffles. 


"And fruit! 
"Okay" | was making a mental list. "What kind.’ 

"And toast, naturally." 

He was British after all 

"Right. OF course" 

‘Let's see, what else? Sometimes | need to be reminded to trim my toenails" 


Each ludicrous statement was followed by a little puff of laughter. That silly, breathy chuckle was the light of 
my life. 


"And then there's all the sex, of course," he added. 

"Of course," | concurred. 

| recalled the sage bit of advice my best friend had given me about how to keep a man happy - feed him and 
fuck him. Simplistic, maybe, and not very original, but words | intended to live by. Especially considering that my 


man happened to be a rock star, and was accustomed to easy, wild, frequent sex. 


"Now that we're married," Dave said, pulling me close to murmur in my ear again, "I can come inside you, 


without a condom." 


| thought | felt the bulge in his tuxedo pants grow slightly firmer at this idea. | couldn't wait to have him 
lodged between my legs later, straining and thrusting. 


"But | don't want to have a baby yet," | replied, taking a step backward. "l'm only 2l." 


His mouth opened wordlessly. He looked like a man whose waiter had just served him the wrong entrée. 


"Yeah but, can't you.. you know, take a pill?" 
"Sure | can, honey. But not today" 
"That's alright, luv," he agreed, patting my ass through my thin dress. "We can still have fun." 


Oh god, does he want to have anal sex? Before | had a chance to ask him what exactly he had in mind, a funky 
beat began to pound over the sound system. 


"What the bloody hell is this?" Dave shouted. "Who told the DJ he could play something like... What is this 
rubbish, anyway?" 


"Donna Summer," | answered smoothly. "Bad Girls." 


"Ah, so it was you," he teased, spots of disco ball light crisscrossing his smiling face. "You know, it's not too 


late to call it off" 


"Yes, it is. He's not going to stop a song right in the middle." | was already shimmying my shoulders back and 
forth, doing my best Saturday Night Fever impersonation 


"| don't mean the song," Dave said, laughing. "I mean this marriage." 


Never one to miss an opportunity to make fun of me, he tried to mimic my moves, resulting in a rather 


awkward disco-like strut. 


Laughing and dancing at the same time left us breathless. My feet were killing me too, but | felt triumphant. 
We took short intermissions to receive congratulatory hugs - and ice cold beer bottles - from our guests as 


they steadily approached us one by one throughout the night. 


Later, side by side in the middle of the dance floor, Dave and | broke into a wildly ridiculous air guitar duet to 
‘Purple Rain’ as a white-hot spotlight poured down on us. To be more precise, my air guitar performance was 
ridiculous, as | felt the eyes of several world-class musicians on me. Dave's, however, was magnificent - his 
body reacting effortlessly to the emotion of the music, his skillful fingers speeding up and down the invisible 


fretboard as if he were playing a real guitar. 


Pardon the expletive, but, fuck, if there was ever a day when this man wouldn't be God to me, | couldn't 


imagine it. 
| didn't care if the spotlight exposed my tears. 


To be continued. 


How We Got to Our Room 


Author's Notes: 
Who got to enjoy the first orgasm of their wedding right-the bride or the groom? 


By 4 am. the wedding was over, the party was over, and we were beat. It felt so good to collapse onto 


butter-soft leather in the tranquility of the Rolls Royce's palatial backseat. 

As we pulled away from the curb, Dave was immediately plagued by a case of the hiccups. Hunched over, 
sitting with his fists stuffed between his thighs, each hiccup brought forth a muffled burping sound and made 
his shoulders jerk. It was quite entertaining to watch. 

"Distract me," he croaked, tugging at one of the loops of his bow tie. 

| was too tired to create a diversion, so instead | proposed a challenge. 


"Tell me something nobody else knows." 


Dave shifted in his seat, thinking, his eyes turning up toward the ceiling before he confessed. "Earlier tonight, | 
got sick, into a big waste bin outdoors, | think, or next to a tree," he said sheepishly. "Can't remember exactly." 


"I know, | saw you," | replied, sounding more terse than I'd intended. "And you weren't ‘sick’ You were drunk. You 


still are." 

| saw him frown a bit at this. 

"But, we're celebrating today, aren't we?" he asked innocently. 

| nodded, gazing into his limitless blue eyes. Oh the secrets they held. 

"Tell me about something wild that you did on tour," | blurted out. "Something really filthy." 


He blinked in surprise and waited for his next hiccup to pass before replying. "You don't want to hear about 


that, luv." 
"Why not?" | felt a bit like a reporter who'd asked a nosy question and was now being duly evaded, 


"Because, its far too shocking for your virtuous young ears." He laughed softly and swept a strand of my hair 


away from my neck. 


"My ears aren't so virtuous anymore. Not after being exposed to you and your dirty mouth for two years." 
"| don't want to put you off," he insisted. 


"Now | really want to know." Orgies with strippers, snorting coke off girls' nipples, anal penetration with 
inanimate objects, what? 


"Well, | was a very naughty boy." He paused to hiccup. ".back in the early days." 
"Oh, please. You still are," | reminded him. "I adore that about you, actually." 


"Ah, | see. So, you married me because l'm a dirty, depraved rock star, is that it? That's the reason you're so 


hot for me?" He covered my small hand with his much larger one and intertwined our fingers. 


"Yes, that's one of the reasons," | joked. "I confess. And because you're so handsome. And you wear a Rolex. 


And don't change the subject-" 


He cut me off with a liquor-scented kiss, coaxing my mouth open with a few small, delicate licks. The sweet 


warmth of his lips sent shivers all the way down my legs and | went limp against the seat. 

Interrupted by a violent hiccup, Dave pulled away and looked straight into my eyes. "Don't stop loving me." 
"| won't." 

"Even if the band breaks up and | have to become an automobile salesman?" 

"Nope 

"Promise?" 


"For ever and ever," | said truthfully. "In fact, lucky for you, | just took vows earlier today swearing that very 


thing." 


"Oh, yeah, you're my wife now," he said, a goofy smile returning to his face. "I finally got my blonde American 
trophy wife." There was a brief pause before he sang in an absentminded half-whisper, "Well, she was an 


American girl, raised on promises." 


| looked past Dave's shaggy head and watched the darkened palm trees speed by silently outside the window as 
we drove down the mountain toward the Honolulu waterfront. | felt like | was in a dream, no end, no beginning, 


about to make some thrilling discovery. Each day together would be like this, | believed. 


Because | could, | slipped my hand into my husband's lap and felt the bulge in his pants. It was warm and soft. | 
could imagine his dick nestled inside, the blood starting to pump into it. Suddenly | didn't feel tired anymore. 


"Can't even wait until we get to the hotel room, huh?" he chortled before reaching for that damn bottle of 
scotch that was still tucked into the door. He took a heavy swig. "Maybe this will make my hiccups go away.’ 


He lifted the bottle and took another long swallow. "And if it doesn't.. mmm, just keep rubbing my cock like 
that" 


XE% 
The two young men on duty at the front desk greeted us by name and wished us Aloha as we crossed 
through the white and gold hotel lobby. My new identity was Mrs. Murray. | wasn't just Dave's happy-go-lucky 


girlfriend anymore. | was his wife, and it was my responsibility to take care of him, tonight and forever. 


There were five different elevators to choose from. Dave rushed to the nearest one, punched the ‘up’ button 


and turned toward me, rosy-cheeked with enthusiasm. 
"You looked so beautiful today." He slipped his arm around my waist. "My beautiful bride.” 
"You looked beautiful, too." 


"Are your tits loose under that dress?" he asked, bringing an end to the romantic compliments, his frisky 
hands feeling around my back and tickling my ribs. 


The elevator announced its arrival with a ding 


Dave's eyes were full of desire as he grabbed my hand and yanked me through the opened door. Before the 


elevator had even started moving, his hand was between my legs, shamelessly lifting the front of my gown, 
"Honey, what are you doing.." | began to protest, my voice weakened by lust. 


His agile fingers quickly found my bare thigh and then the edge of my panties. He pulled them roughly to the 


side before running his thumb over my pussy. 
‘Ohhhh, you're wet," he murmured, working his palm against me in small circles. 


His dreamy voice sent a tingling dart straight to my pussy. | leaned into his hand, desperate for his touch. 
Already my thighs were starting to quiver when one of his fingers dipped inside me. 


"Oh my g-" | sighed before being cut off by his parted lips covering mine. He was a messy, slobbery kisser 
when he'd been drinking, but still skillful. His insistent tongue pushed into my mouth, swirling and plunging with 
such force and passion, yet also with tenderness. As we kissed, he rolled his hips rhythmically against me, a 
rehearsal for what we'd soon be doing in our room, | hoped. My belly tightened with excitement. When | pulled 


away to catch my breath our combined spit was all over my lips. 


"Yeah, come for me, luv, come on my hand." His breaths were coming quicker too, tickling my neck and urging 


me on. 


The penthouse suite was only three floors away and there we were, still clutching each other in the center of 
the elevator, Dave's hand working faster between my legs. His right bicep felt hard as stone under the fabric 
of his jacket. Waves of pleasure rolled up my spine as he rubbed my clit. | felt woozy, as if the elevator were 


zooming upward like a cork shooting from a champagne bottle, up into the sky and into the wild blue yonder. 


| was swept away by the sensations, aware only of the intense unbearable bliss that was centered in my clit 
but radiating through my entire body. With an almost seizure-like grip on his shoulders, | stood on my tip-toes 
and fell forward into him, moaning and shuddering as my orgasm exploded through me. My pussy tightened 


around his finger, not wanting to let him go. 


To be continued. 


Like a Virgin 


Author's Notes: 

Things are finally heating up now in the s-e-x department. This chapter was inspired by one of my favorite 
Fleetwood Mac songs, "You Make Loving Fun" Sweef, wonderful you, You make me happy with the things you do, 
Oh, can it be so? This feeling follows me wherever | go. You, you make loving fun, Its all | want to do. 


"Not bad, not bad. But where's the heart-shaped jacuzzi?" Dave asked ironically as we stepped into the massive 
suite. 
| made some kind of noise in between an awestruck sigh and an inadvertent laugh. This hotel room really had 


class. Everything in it was either white or made out of dark tropical wood. Floor-to-ceiling windows looked out 


over our own private balcony, to the illuminated shoreline and the vast Pacific Ocean beyond. 

The hotel staff had taken the liberty of decorating our opulent suite with some thoughtful honeymoon-themed 
provisions. A silver bowl packed tight with plump red strawberries, a bottle of 716 Dom Perignon on ice, and 
pink plumeria blossoms scattered invitingly across the bedspread. 

‘I'm starving," | said, kicking off my high heels before gobbling down half a dozen strawberries. "We might as 
well open this bottle of bubbly too," | said, "since it's already here. How do you open these things, anyway?" | 


examined the wire-bound cork in confusion 


By the time | turned around, Dave had already removed all his clothes and was tossing his socks onto the 


floor. 
We stared at each other. 

"Well, here we are," he said 

"Yeah" 

"Hil show you mine if you show me yours," he joked 


| watched breathless as his chubby half-hard dick swelled bigger and harder until it was sticking straight out. 
Dave had such a beautiful pale flesh-colored shaft. 


"Um, | think you're already showing me yours," | replied. 


He was grinning like a fool. "And, do you like what you see?" 


| nodded, wondering how it was possible for someone to be stark nude, flaunting a hard-on, and still look so 


adorable. 

He glanced down at his cock. "Do you know what I'm thinking about that's getting me so excited?" 

"What?" 

"Deflowering my lovely bride." 

We had made love hundreds of times, so | was certainly no virgin. | wasn't even a virgin when I'd met him, 
thanks to an unfortunate teenage boyfriend. But Dave liked to play games, and if he wanted to play a game 
now, | was happy to go along. 


"Will you teach me what to do?" 


His face lit up. "Yeah!" He lowered his naked backside onto a handy velvet armchair in the middle of the room. 
"Come here. I'll give you a demonstration. But first, take your dress off." 


With a single pull, | unzipped my gown in the back and let it fall off my shoulders along with my silk slip. After 
they both swooshed to the floor | stepped from the puddle of fabric and pulled down my white lace panties. 


Dave moaned audibly and stared at my bare pussy. "Oh, fuck me." 

| smiled appreciatively and kneeled on the floor between his hairy legs. Without ceremony, he snatched the 
crown of flowers off my head (| had forgotten | was still wearing it) and lowered it onto his lap until his hard 
cock poked up through the opening. 

"Do you like this decorative candlestick?" he asked, gesturing theatrically to his crotch. 


Dave could always make me laugh. 


Then, with a sudden flick of his wrist, he flung the crown across the room like a frisbee, a burst of yellow and 
white petals becoming confetti in the air when it hit the wall. 


Still snorting with laughter, | returned my attention to his dick. 

"So, this is what a hard penis looks like." 

"Yeah. See, it has to get big and hard like this before | can put it inside you," he informed me. 
"Gosh. It certainly does look hard." 


"Oh, it is." His fingers were playing idly up and down the shaft. "You made it get hard in the limo earlier, and 


then again, in the elevator when | was fingering you. And now, looking at your body, fuck, you look so cute and 
sexy sitting down there, mmmphhh.." 


"It looks almost.. painful. Does it hurt?" 


"Oh, no, no," he assured me. "It feels good. It only hurts a little sometimes to get hard wearing very tight 
trousers, if it gets, like, pinched or squashed." 


"But you wear lots of tight trousers," | pointed out. 
Dave laughed. "Well, yeah, l'm in a dangerous line of work. I've got to be careful." 


| leaned in for a closer look. "To be honest, it's kind of intimidating.” It actually was, a bit. He was squeezing it, 


making it swell even bigger and turning the head a more intense shade of pink 

He beamed with pride. "Have you ever had anything inside your pussy before?" 

"Just my finger." 

"Oh. You never let any nasty young lads stick their fingers up there?" 

Dave's fingers had probably been up there more often than my own. | shook my head vigorously. 
"Good. Sweaty, disgusting lads, the lot of them." 

"| don't know if your cock will fit inside me. Its so much bigger than my finger." 


"Don't worry, itll fit. But first, your pussy has to be ready for it" He leaned back in the chair and spread his 
legs a little. "We just have to get it nice and wet and slippery.’ 


"Will you make it feel good? Because I've heard that it can hurt the first time.’ 
"IIl make sure it doesn't hurt," he said tenderly. 
"And, um, when does the sperm come out?" 


Dave made a hmm noise and gave his cock a couple of languid strokes. "After | put my dick inside your pussy, 
‘ll, ah, move it around a little." 


"Move it around?" 


"Well, | mean, I'll thrust it in and out for a while, and then itll start to feel really, really good. That's when | 


know the sperm is about to come out" 


“That sounds so.. weird." 
"| know it does. But it's fun, | swear." 
"Where does the sperm come from?" 


He had to consider that one for a few seconds. "From in here.” His left hand reached down to cup his balls. "All 


men make millions and millions of sperms every day, and they have to get out somehow." 
"Really?" | was dubious. "Milions?" 


"Yes, | think so," he said gravely. "And if the sperm doesn't come out, the pressure builds up and it gets very 
uncomfortable." As he talked, he continued to fondle his balls. | saw his toes curl, digging into the plush carpet. 


"How often does it have to come out?" 

"Every day," he replied with conviction 

"Well, we'd better do something to release the pressure." 

"Yeah." His hand was making a lazy twisting motion around his cock. "Look how hard | am." 
"Wow," | said sincerely. 


With one bent finger, he tapped the underside of his cock. "Kiss me here," he said, his breaths coming faster. 
He looked so sexy, holding his hard dick and pointing it in my face. 


Softly, | pressed my lips to the spot he'd touched. 

He sighed. "That's it. Kiss your husband's cock." 

| kissed it a few more times, my lips brushing across the hot, silky skin of his shaft. 
"See this?" He pointed to a droplet of precum that had formed in the slit at the tip. 
"Uh-huh." 


"This is what happens when my cock gets really hard," he explained, his fingertip very close to the drop's 
glistening surface. "This stuff starts leaking out." 


"It looks good" As if | had never seen his horny, leaky dick before. 


"It is good. Lick it. Go on. Put your tongue right there." 


Before | could react, he dabbed his fingertip right into the puddle and pulled up a long clear string of slimy 
fluid. It stretched a few inches, broke, and then he pulled up another one. 


"Hey," | protested. "| was gonna taste that" 
"Relax," he assured me. "There's always more." 


He ran his hand up his cock from base to tip, squeezing it like a toothpaste tube, and sure enough, another 


succulent bead of precum sprang out, even bigger than the last one. 
"This one's for you.” 


With a quiet moan | pressed my tongue to the velvety tip of his cock. | heard him suck in a breath through 
his teeth. 


"Ohhh, fuck, thats good. Stick your tongue in there a little." His sexy, breathy voice made my pussy flood with 
warmth. "Oh yeah, lick it all up.. yeah, fuck, do it harder. Really get your tongue in there," he babbled while | 
did what he said. My tongue wiggled sideways into the tip of his cock, flicking up and down the salty wet slit. He 
was so juicy and hot, | smeared his delicious slipperiness across my lips and onto my face as if it were some 


kind of savory sauce. 
His body jolted. "Now suck it. Go slowly.” 


He was really getting off on this obedient, virginal bride charade. If only he knew the depths of my lust for 


him and what a pervert | was willing to be. God, | loved him. 


Still grasping himself, he slid his fist down his shaft, jutting his hard dick toward my face and sliding his 
foreskin all the way back. He seemed to be admiring it too. The plump head was flushed almost purple, the skin 
glossy and tender. | could see his heartbeat in his cock, each throb making it jump slightly. 


| moved his hand out of the way and gripped his thick shaft at the base. Taking his cock loosely inside my 
mouth, | slid my tongue all over it, rubbing around the tip and even poking underneath his tight foreskin. | 
teased the sensitive ridge of skin under the head and felt his muscles twitch each time my tongue flicked over 
that sweet spot. 


Slowly," he reminded me. "Or this'll be over very soon" His fingers tangled in my hair and tugged at my scalp. 
Using only my lips, | pulled his foreskin gently back up and over his cockhead, then down, then up again. | added 


my hand and started slowly pumping his rock-hard shaft, sliding his foreskin slowly up and down while | rubbed 
the underside with my tongue. 


"Fuck," he gasped, his hips starting to rock 
| lifted my head. "You like it when | make your cock feel good like that?" 
"Oh fuck yes. It feels like.. fuck." He chuckled. "It feels like wanking. It makes me want to come." 


"Not yet, honey. We still have to consummate this marriage!" | glared at him with raised eyebrows. "Shouldn't 


we do something special? We only get one wedding night." 

He nodded slowly, weighing his options. "Yeah. Something different, maybe. Something a bit exotic" 
Unquestionably, Dave had seen and experienced it all. Could there possibly be something new | could offer him? 
"What do you think, honey?" 

His eyes were getting wider. "Something sensual" 

| couldn't recall him ever having used that word before. 

"Okay." 

A huge, nearly demented smile spread on his face. "Want to lick my arse?" 


To be continued.. 


The Rusty Trombone 


Author's Notes: 

The idea for this whole depraved tale (it went from sweet to depraved, somehow) was sparked several weeks 
back when my husband showed me a funny meme about performing a Rusty Trombone. On another note, | 
know that explicit het fics about Dave Murray and his wife aren't exactly #1 in popularity, but fuck, | just 
have so much fun writing about him in these types of scenarios. Thanks for reading. xoxo 


Well, that was unexpected. 


"Lick your arse?" | echoed, too astonished to even convert his request into American English. "You mean.. the 


hole?" 

"Yes." 

Alright then. He was being serious. 

"Your bare asshole?" | could feel my cheeks blushing. 


He shrugged, but his face looked confident, like someone who knew their cause was already won. "Yeah. ltd be 


really, really sexy.” 


Yeah, for him maybe. "Um, can | call room service first and ask them to bring me some Saran Wrap?" | asked, 


only half jokingly. 

His eyes went wide and he gave me an injured, why-don't-you-love-my-asshole look 

"Okay, okay," | agreed, powerless to resist his charms. "But its.. clean back there, right?" 
‘Very clean" He giggled like a mischievous little boy about to fool his mum with a naughty joke. 


Not exactly the somber reassurance | was looking for. But | ached to give him everything | had - my tongue, 


my body, my soul. 
Is not going to open up like a fish's mouth and trap my tongue inside?" 


"I'm not sure," he considered. "It might. If you make it feel too good." There was such lust in his eyes, it made 


me weak. 


"Well it better not." 


"Fuck" He turned his eyes up toward the ceiling. “Talking about this is making me really horny." 


"Why don't you go stand over there and turn around?" | suggested, gesturing to a large wooden desk against 
the wall. "I'll be able to reach it easier." 


He stood up and wheeled around, his smooth white buttocks presenting themselves to me as | sank down to my 


knees to get a better look. 
"This is going to be great. Nobody's ever licked my arse before." 


My heart leapt. | would be first, a pioneer. "Such a sweet little rear-end," | noted and gave it a gentle smack 
while he leaned against the edge of the desk. 


Using both my hands, | spread those firm buns until | exposed his cute little pink asshole. It looked inviting 
somehow, like the pinch at the top of a Chinese dumpling. The asshole of an angel. 


"Spread your legs," | said and felt a surge of excitement at making such a sexy demand. 


He wobbled from side to side as he repositioned his feet in a slightly wider stance. Leaning in closer, | took a 


moment to kiss along the crease where his ass muscles met his thighs. 

Dave uttered one of his boyish chuckles. "How's the view back there?" 

"Uh, well, it's.. pretty graphic." 

A fuzz of dark blond hair dusted the crevice between his unblemished cheeks. Nestled further in were his 
plum-sized balls, already pulled up as tight as a knot against his body. Moving closer still, | exhaled a slow, hot 
breath against his naked asshole. His legs stiffened in response, one hand reaching back to pat my head. 
"Uhhh, yeah," he moaned. "Lick it" 

| made my final approach, my nose nestling right in between his cheeks, my lips suddenly grazing his bristly 
yet soft ass hairs. His familiar odor was sweaty and masculine, but underneath that there was also a musky, 


almost metallic flavor. | didn't mind - it was dirty and smutty and it made my pussy throb. 


And then, in close-up intimate detail, it was happening. | laid my flattened tongue right onto the crinkly pucker 


of Dave's asshole. He groaned. | licked him like a piece of candy. 
"Ohhh, fuck," he groaned again. 


With the tip of my tongue, | tickled the delicate skin of his pucker and traced tiny circles around it. Dave 


bounced on his toes and made a gurgling noise that sounded almost like a sob. Gently | continued to lick, 


fonguing his tight asshole as he shivered with delight. | just barely had to touch it to make him gasp and jerk 
his hips forward. I'll admit, at first I'd been reluctant to taste him like this, but now, making him moan and 
tremble from pleasure was getting me so wet. | could feel it trickling out of me. 


"Uh-hhhhhmm," Dave whimpered. He was squirming around, pushing back into my face, then pulling forward, 
back and forth in a jerky fucking motion | loved how twitchy he got when he was really turned on like this. 


With my first two fingers, | rubbed the sensitive spot between his balls and his ass. Everything was so wet 
around there, it was like | was bathing him with my spit. 


"Fuck, that feels so good. Please," he begged, his hips bucking against the desk. "Harder." 


Pressing my tongue hard against his tight hole, | gave his balls a gentle tug with my left hand while | held his 
ass cheeks apart with my right. | wanted to please him so badly, | was fearless. 


There was a sudden slap! as he braced himself against the desk. His palms squeaked across the polished wood. | 


felt a contraction under my tongue, a sort of spasm in the muscles around his ass. 


"Fuck," he gasped in a tone that sounded almost alarmed. "Ahhhhuhhhh. It feels so good. Feels like I'm gonna 


come." 


| could feel the tension in his body, his thighs flexed and nearly shaking. His bare feet tapped against the floor 


in a frenzied little dance. 
"Reach around and touch my cock," Dave said, his voice choked with urgency. "Please. I'm gonna explode." 


| doubted he was that close to having an orgasm. After all, | hadn't touched his cock since I'd started licking his 
ass. Extending my hand, | blindly patted him until | found his slippery, rock-hard dick extending from his body 
like a limb. | gave him two slow pumps. Then a firm lick on his asshole. Another pump on his fat cock. He 


grumbled. 

"Do both," he whined. 

"I'm trying," | muttered into the crack of his ass. 

Maintaining the rhythm of my tongue on his asshole while trying to stroke his cock at the same time pushed 
the experience into total chaos - it reminded me of the brain teaser trick where you have to pat your head 
and rub your tummy at the same time. | distracted him from my lack of coordination by letting my chin 


smack into his balls over and over while | licked. 


"Ahh, fuck.. that's.. oh, god." He could barely speak he was so out of breath. "You're gonna make me come. 
Don't... stop." 


| stopped and stood up. 
| wanted to have sex. 


When Dave spun around the first thing | saw was his grimacing, agonized face. His body convulsed and he 
cupped his hand alongside his stiff cock just as a single stream of milky liquid bubbled up and spewed from the 
quivering tip. 


"Ah, ah, ah," he panted, catching the small spurt in his expert palm. His body sagged against the desk "Fuck, 
that was close." 


"Dave honey, let's do it now, okay? It's almost morning.” | brought my finger to the side of his shiny, engorged 
cock where a whitish dribble was oozing over the head like melted ice cream. 


He lurched. "Don't touch it or I'll come." But he could touch it. With his fingertips, he carefully rolled his wet 
foreskin back up as far as it would go, the outline of his swollen cockhead bulging visibly through the tight skin 
and peeking through the round opening at the tip. "Ah, fuck. | feel a bit dizzy. That was amazing.’ 


"Don't you want to get laid on your wedding night?" | insisted, worried he'd gotten so carried away by the 
intensity of the ass licking that his focus would be centered only on his dick now. 


"Yeah, of course," he said, chuckling. "Getting there's half the fun, isn’t it?" 


The tip of his cock still dripping with cum, he started stepping toward me, against me, until | stumbled 
backward. Pressed together, we scrambled in the direction of the bed like some clumsy four-legged creature 
until my the backs of my thighs hit the mattress. | plopped down and Dave spread my legs apart, his warm 
hands running from my ankles up to my hips. His caresses were like electricity on my skin. With a sudden jolt | 
felt his teeth softly nipping the flesh of my inner thigh. He bit me three times, from the right side to the left 


and back again. 


‘Mmmmff. Your legs are so smooth." He licked further and further up my right thigh, leaving a track of drool 


as he went. 

| arched my back and felt my nipples tighten 

| shuddered when the heat of his mouth finally touched my pussy. He licked me from my clit down almost to 
my ass and up again, over and over, each lick tortuously slow. Then his entire tongue pushed inside my pussy, 
making me squirm from pleasure. 


"Oh god, that feels so good. Eat it. Put your tongue in me." 


Already | felt my muscles tensing and an orgasm welling up deep inside my pussy. When Dave's relentless 


tongue started to flick my clit | folded my legs around his back and dug in with my heels. He grunted and 


grabbed my ass with both hands, lifting me up slightly. My thighs clamped together as | thrust my hips 
involuntarily toward his face. | might've squashed his head a little bit. But it felt so good. 


Something was tickling me in just the right way - | think it was his nose. The buildup happened so fast, the 
urge to come filling my entire body until | was completely tensed up. Dave continued his tireless licking as | 


moaned and thrashed through my second orgasm of the night. 


He let me relax for a few seconds, resting his sweat-damp head against my thigh while | took in a long, deep 


breath. 


"Mmm, | need to taste that pussy again, it's so sweet" He mumbled that last word into something that 
sounded more like thweet. In one quick motion he dove in again, licking the juices from my pussy lips and 


shoving his tongue back inside me. 
| started to shake. "Oh god, that's so good. Oh, god, Dave, you're gonna make me come again’ 


If I'd been standing my knees would've buckled by then. His firm tongue was putting pressure on my sensitive 
clit, sucking on it, his moans vibrating through my pussy. 


"Oh god, oh god," | cried out, my body convulsing from another powerful orgasm. 


The pleasure was still rippling through me when Dave came up for air. Running the tip of his tongue over his 
lower lip, he closed his eyes luxuriously for a couple seconds, making him look like he'd just savored a mouthful 


of delicious wine. | could've orgasmed from his expression alone, he looked so hot 

"Mmm, fuck," he said. "I love it when you come on my tongue” 

"You're so good at that" | stretched my arms over my head, feeling incredible yet slightly dazed 

"Well?" He looked down at himself, and at me. "Are you ready?" 

‘Mm-hm" | felt all tingly, and, illogically, a little nervous. But the touch of his hands on my hips calmed me. 


He straddled my legs and scooted me across the bed to give himself more room. | felt my bare shoulders plow 
through the coolish plumeria blooms that were strewn all over the bedspread. Reaching down between our 
bodies, he grabbed his cock and slid the head up and down the outside of my pussy, each upward stroke 
bumping the tip of his cock against my clit. A warm shiver rushed through me. 


Aching to have my insides stretched by his fat dick, | writhed around, tilting my hips and trying to rub myself 
against him. We were both so wet that the head of his cock easily slipped in, back out, and then in again. 
Teasing me, he fucked my pussy with just the tip of his swollen cock, nudging it gently inside but then pulling it 
away. When we couldn't take it anymore, he eased himself all the way in, his warm heavy body crushing down 


on me. Beads of sweat had formed on his forehead and neck, salty droplets that | instinctively tried to lick off 


him. 
"Ohhh," Dave moaned, holding still with his cock buried inside me. "Your pussy is so tight" 


Then he started to fuck. His cock pounded me deep inside and it felt so good. Only three or four hard strokes 


and | came, thrusting back against him and crying out as my body was consumed by pleasure yet again 
| hoped that it would always be like this - pornographically hot, sweaty and passionate. 


| sensed that he might be ready to come too, his thrusts becoming erratic and his breathing faster. But 
instead, his body lifted up, his shoulders hooking under my ankles and pushing my legs forward until my ass 
lifted off the bed His cock slipped out of me for a moment but then plunged back in with such force that we 
both slid about a foot across the bed. To hold me in place, he grasped my thighs and pulled me toward him in 
time with his thrusts. 


When his hands were on me like this, strong and possessive, | felt how much my body needed him. My joints 
loosened until | became like a rubber doll, legs bending and flexing bonelessly into whatever configuration he 


wanted to put me in. 


Shrugging my legs off his shoulders, he bore down, bending me in half until my knees were practically an inch 
from my temples. | peered beyond my calves to see my pretty painted-pink toenails jiggling in the air as he 
fucked me. 


Suddenly Dave's body became tense. "I'm gonna come," he groaned, clenching with exertion 


| moaned my approval, ignoring a slight twinge of pain as he propelled his cock to the upper limits of my pussy. 
His hips gave one final thrust before he grunted like an animal and pulled out of me. With involuntary force, a 
thick ribbon of cum erupted from the tip of his cock and arced dramatically through the air. Dave stroked 
himself, moaning as he spewed his sweet cream all over me, one hot, oozy spurt after another raining down 


across my stomach. 


Watching his talented fingers milk every last drop from his dick, | actually felt a twinge of remorse at denying 


his biological impulse to spread his seed inside me. His marital privilege, as he saw it. 


Spent, Dave collapsed on top of me, flopping down into his own cum puddle and squishing the warm goo in 


between our bellies. His cock bumped wetly against my inner thigh. Then | heard a quiet rustling noise as he 


started to wiggle his hips back and forth. 
"Let me back in there," he said, still wiggling. With a soft shove, he pushed his still-hard cock back inside me 
and uttered a quiet self-satisfied moan. "Having your pussy wrapped around my cock.. it just feels so warm 


and good." 


Gradually, his breathing slowed and his cock softened inside me, receding slightly, but it didn't fall out. Even 


soft, its natural thickness kept the opening of my pussy stuffed. 

Dave seemed barely conscious, his limp torso compressing my rib cage. Detecting a soft snore coming from 
his mouth, | fidgeted until he sluggishly rolled off me with a confused snort. It was kind of like pushing a lazy 
sleeping cat off my lap, and | almost felt guilty for disturbing him, until he started to speak. 


"Luv, | know you told me not to come inside you," he said, trying to hide his face by nuzzling it into a big white 
pillow. "Sorry. But | think one squirt might've snuck in" 


"Dave!" | punched his arm. 

‘I'm sorry. lt just felt so good, | couldn't stop it" 

"One squirt is enough to make a baby, Dave, dammit. Now I'll be worried." | suspected it was probably not the 
right time of month to get pregnant, but still, I'd told him not to come inside me and he did anyway. Such a 
dirty mischief-maker! 

He laid a reassuring hand on my thigh. "Maybe | can reach in and retrieve it?" 

"No, forget it. Just leave it, honey." 

"Sorry, luv." 

"Never mind. Just go to sleep." 

"Alright," he said drowsily. "It was just a sprinkling though, I'm quite sure." 


| exhaled a desperate sigh and punched his arm again. 


"Hey, mind the arm." He rubbed it elaborately, batting his eyelashes and trying to win me over. "I make a living 
with this arm." 


It worked. My annoyance completely evaporated, entranced as | was, once again, by the lightest, bluest eyes I'd 
ever seen Heart flipping over, | felt like a l6-year-old girl who'd just spotted her crush in the school 
lunchroom. | leaned across the bed to kiss him. His face was just a breath away from mine when he flinched, 


jerking his head backward so forcefully that it bumped into the headboard 
"What's wrong?" 
Dave pursed his lips and shook his head like a baby turning away a spoonful of mashed peas. "Um, before | kiss 


you.. after, you know, what you did earlier.. can you go brush your teeth first? And better use some 


mouthwash too." 


| had to laugh. "Is that all?" 
"And wash your face." He eyeballed my mouth squeamishly, holding back laughter. "With bleach." 


The End 


